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which he said was applicable to persons of all
ages and of either sex, under any circumstances
whatever;] but, as he would never reveal this
precious possession to the most ardent inquirers,
the secret, whatever it was, has perished with
him.
One of my friends has a perfectly unique gift
of conversation. He is a prominent man of
affairs, a perfect mine of political secrets. He
is a ready talker, and has the art, both in a tete-
&-tete as well as in a mixed company, of mention-
ing things which are extremely interesting, and
appear to be hopelessly indiscreet. He gene-
rally accompanies his relation of these incidents
with a request that the subject may not be men-
tioned outside. The result is that every one who
is brought into contact with him feels that he is
selected by the great man because of some happy
gift of temperament, trustworthiness, or discretion,
or even on grounds of personal importance, to
be the recipient of this signal mark of confidence.
On one occasion I endeavoured, after one of these
conversations, not for the sake of betraying him,
but in the interests of a diary which I keep, to
formulate in precise and permanent terms some
of this interesting intelligence. To my intense